2i8                            A DREAM

and  made .my way along the   bank   towards the
second tower.

" Over the door of this was written m the same
language as before:

'/ am the Ear ; come into me and hear!

The door was open, and I went in, this time with
some apprehension, but with still more curiosity
and hope. No sooner was I within than I was
overwhelmed by an experience analogous to that
which had greeted me in the Tower of Sight, but
even more ravishingly sweet This time what I
felt was the sensation of pure sound : sound, not
merely heard, but, as before in the case of light,
apprehended at once by every avenue of sense, and
folding and sustaining, as it seemed, my whole
being in a clear and buoyant element of tone. It
was only by degrees that out of this absolute
essence of sheer sound distinctions of rhythm and
pitch began to appear, and to assume definite
musical form. The theme at first was pastoral
and sweet, suggestive of rustling grasses and
murmuring reeds, interwoven with which was an
exquisite lilting tune, the song of the souls as
they sped down the river. But one by one other
elements crept into the strain; it increased in
volume and variety of tone, in complexity of
rhythm and tune, till it grew at length into a
symphony so august, so solemn, and so profound,
that there is nothing I know of in our music here
to which I can fitly compare it It reminded me,
however, of Wagner more than of any other com-
poser, in the richness of its colour, the insistence